170
THE LIFE OF
[1865
Red poppies grow now where their apple trees Began to redden in late summer days. Wheat grows upon their water-meadows now, And wains pass over where the water ran.
This feeling culminates in a weird lyric sung by Hecuba, while still Queen in Troy, and plotting with Paris the murder of Achilles in the temple to which he is to be lured by the forged letter of Polyxena. "Ah, times are changed, the merry days are gone," has been the recurrent burden of her long speech to Paris; and then all at once she breaks into strange ballad music:
Yea, in the merry days of old The sailors all grew overbold. Whereof should days remembered be That brought bitter ill to me?
Days agone I wore but gold, Like a light town across the wold Seen by the stars, I shone out bright; Many a slave was mine of right*
Ah, but in the days of old The sea-kings were waxen bold; The yellow sands ran red with blood, The towns burned up, both brick and wood j In their long ship they carried me And set me down by a strange sea; None of the gods remembered me.
Ah> in the merry days of old My garments were all made of golds Now have I but one poor gown, Woven of black wool and brown. I draw water from the well; I bind wood that the men fell; Whoso willeth smiteth me, An old woman by the sea.olume, and the tone in these Troy poems is precisely the same. But here we only catch a last glimpse of He<5tor as he goes bravely to meet his fate, and with him all the sunlight seems to fade off Troy. The struggle becomes cruel and base on both sides. Paris arms himself again, but like a man in a nightmare.afterwards, "to breakfast came Morris, and we talked hard all morning, mainly of one subjedt, why the mediaeval world was always on the side or the one might exped to find poetical production the most copious. But the fa6ls are quite the reverse. The latestated for medical or other aid on emergencies,     Ml doubtless cause the majority of spectatorsse, some large and been drawn by a
